The  Sad  Tate  of  Julie  Tenimore 

Part  2;  (The  Preparation  of 
a  Little  Redhead  for  Dinner.) 


Wc  arc,  simply,  the  finest  dinning  establishment  in  town. 
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Chez  La  Nourriture  was  the  finest  dinning 
establishment  in  the  whole  city  of 
Summerlund.  As  is  to  be  expected,  with  such 
restaurants,  it  isn't  cheap  or  easy  to  get  a 
reservation  there.  Indeed,  their  price  range, 
per  meal,  tends  to  weed  out  poor  families  and 
the  middle  class,  leaving  only  the  rich  who  can 
afford  to  eat  there.  Paying  the  exorbitant 
prices  does,  however,  get  you  a  fine  meal  of 
high  quality  meat.  Oh...,  did  I  mention  that 
Chez  La  Nourriture  serves  all  of  it's  meals 
around  a  core  of  human  flesh? 


Of  course,  ever  since  they  passed  the  culling  laws,  it's  hard  to  purchase  any 
meat  products  that  don't  contain  SOME  human  meat  but  as  the  aristocrats 
prefer  to  show  off  their  wealth.  THEY  wouldn’t  be  caught  dead  eating  just 
ANY  human  flesh!  OH  NO!  They  prefer  the  meat  of  the  healthiest  women 
and  children  that  can  be  offered!  This  is  what  Chez  La  Nourriture  offers.  Of 
course  high-quality  meat  would  be  wasted,  if  it  wasn’t  prepared  well.  Chez  La 
Nourriture ’s  food  teams  are  all  headed  by  well  trained  Chefs  and  serving  staff 
members.  The  meat  is  handled  with  the  care  deserving  of  the  fine  folks  that 
dine  in  this  establishment. 


Now,  ...that  being  said...,  I 
wouldn’t  say  that  everybody  gets  the 
same  quality  service  and  meals.  There 
are  rich  and  there  are  RICH,  you 
know.  Chez  La  Nourriture  has  Three 
separate  dinning  areas  and  two 
completely  separate  kitchens,  each 
with  their  own  meat  lockers.  I’m  not 
saying  that  the  folks  who  dine  in  the 
cheaper  dinning  area  don’t  get  Grade 
A’  meat.  It’s  just  that  those  who  pay 
the  premium  prices,  get  to  order  more 
unique  cuts  and  some  times  may  even 
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dine  on  meals  that  would  be  considered  to  cross  the  line  between  what  is  legal  and 
what  is  legal  and  that  which  is  definitely  contraband.  By  this,  I  am  talking  about 
what  is  referred,  in  the  business,  as  live  carcasses. 


Alive  carcass  is  a  meat-ling,  (a  man, 
woman  or  child),  who  is  not  butchered  at 
a  government  inspected  butcher  shop  but 
is  taken  live  to  a  dinning  establishment 
and  processed  there.  This  avoids  any 
freezing  of  the  meat  and  maintains  more 
of  the  freshness  of  the  meat  prior  to  it's 
being  cooked  and  served.  To  the  culinary 
foodie  such  extra  freshness  is  quite 
notable  and  sought  after,  even  to  the 
point  that  some  really  wealthy  folks 
prefer  to  eat  their  human  meat  raw  and 
freshly  killed.  They  may  even  request  that 
the  carcass  be  served,  completely  intact. 

Sales  of  Live  Carcass's  are  illegal  because, 
without  a  U.N.  Meat  Inspector  to 
regulate  the  butchering  of  the  carcass,  it 
would  be  impossible  to  be  certain  that 
these  young  people  were  being 
slaughtered  via  an  acceptably  humane 
method.  While  the  first  dinning  room  has 
the  most  regular  customers,  due  to  the  premium  prices  charged  in  the  secondary  dinning 
room,  it  actually  earns  the  business  more  profits  per  year. 


Now7  the  THIRD  dinning  room...,  well...  I  really  shouldn’t  tell  you  what  is  served  there.  If 
this  restaurant  edges  over  the  line  of  legality  with  what  it  serves  in  the  second  dinning 
room,  it  does  a  triple-broad-jump  over  the  line  in  the  third  dinning  room.  Here  a  few7,  and 
I  do  mean  a  VERY  few7,  preferred  customers  order  quite  rarely  served  morsels.  These  take 
the  term,  Live  Carcass,  to  a  whole  new  limit  because  these  customers  actually  request  that 
their  food  be  served  alive  and  in  tact.  Often  the  meat-ling  is  even  conscious,  although  in  a 
quite  helpless  state,  so  the  aristocrat  may  savor  the  act  of  not  only  taking  the  morsel's  life 
away,  but  their  dignity,  as  w7ell.  This  dinning  facility  w7ill  only  serve  one  party  at  a  time,  and 
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is  soundproof  so  as  to  ensure  that  the  premium  paying  customer  will  not  be  seen 
committing  this  socially 
unacceptable  act  of  cannibalism 
and  his  or  her  victim's  screams 
or  pleas  will  not  disturb  the 
dinner  s  in  the  other  eating 
facilities.  Here,  only  the 
healthiest  and  tenderest  morsels 
will  be  served  and  only  the  most 
experienced  chefs  will  prepare 
the  meat-ling,  precisely  to  the 
specified  requests  of  the  dinner. 

Those  who  dine  in  this  room  pay 
an  outrageous  premium  for 
their  meals,  but  they  consider 
the  meal  more  than  worth  worth 
the  cost  being  charged.  Dinners 
who  eat  in  the  third  dinning 
room,  are  amongst  the 
wealthiest  of  the  wealthy.  They 
are  SO  rich  that  they  do  not  feel  the  need  to  show  off  what  they  can  buy  with  their  money. 
They  just  buy  it  and  enjoy  it.  Chez  La  Nourriture  mates  as  much  as  ten  times  the  money 
off  a  single  meal  served  in  the  third  dinning  room  as  they  would  off  any  meal  served  in  the 
second  one. 


So  it  was  that  Brenda  Chambers,  often  stopped  in  to  dine  at  Chez  La  Nourriture  in  their 
very  exclusive,  third  dinning  room.  She  had  always  let  it  be  known  that  she  wanted  her 
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food  to  be  served,  ABSOLUTELY  fresh. 
That  is  her  way  of  saying  that  she 
expected  her  meal  to  he  alive,  conscious 
and  utterly  without  any  visible  bruising 
or  injected  drugs.  She  always  booked  the 
room  a  week  in  advance  so  as  to  give  the 
restaurant  time  to  acquire  a  suitable 
morsel  to  serve.  It  was  most  fortunate 
that  Daniel  Cortez  had  stopped  into 
Phillip  Stanley's  Meat  Shop,  exactly  when 
he  did.  Had  he  been  a  few  moments  later, 
Phillip’s  niece  would  have  been  just 
another  piece  of  human  meat.  She  would 
have  been  an  exceptional  piece  of  meat, 
no  doubt,  bust  not  a  truly  outstanding, 
live  carcass,  the  type  of  which  Brenda 
Chambers  would  have  a  hankering  for. 
True,  she  had  cost  Daniel  a  great  deal 
more  than  he  would  have  payed  for  any 
other  live  carcass,  but  Brenda  was  the 
kind  of  customer  that  Chez  La  Nourriture 

would  happily  go  out  of  their  way  to  satisfy. 

Julie  wasn’t  the  only  live  carcass  in  the  back  of  the  restaurant’s  meat  truck.  There  were  two 
other  girls,  both  under  the  age  of  twelve.  Most  of  the  folks  who  ordered  a  whole  carcass 
couldn’t  hope  to  down  a  whole  grown  woman,  like  Julie,  so  the  most  common  meals 
requested  in  the  second  and  third  dinning  rooms  where  children.  Brenda,  however,  was 
not  only  VERY  wealthy  but  Was  also  an  exceptionally  large  woman,  with  a  HUGE 
apatite,  as  w^ell.  Of  course  Julie  had  no  idea  what  fate  avnited  her,  at  the  restaurant.  She 
expected  that  they  where  going  to  butcher  her  and  that  had  terrified  her,  but  if  she  had  any 
grasp  of  what  they  really  planned  to  do  with  her,  she  would  have  gone  utterly,  shrieMngly 
insane.  It  was  bad  enough  that  the  floor  of  the  truck  box  was  covered  in  a  heap  of  bloody 
corpses  and  the  only  live,  traveling  companions  that  she  had  were  both  wiping  in  panic. 

It  was  hardly  a  pleasant  trip,  to  say  the  least. 

This  day  was  a  disaster,  right  from  the  start.  First,  her  unde  had  gotten  the  the  notification 
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that  she  had  been  selected  in  the  meat  draft.  Then,  Uncle  Philip,  a  human  meat  butcher  by 
trade,  had  to  come  and  collect  her  and  take  her  bach  to  his  meat  shop.  He  dragged  her  out 
of  her  apartment  bed  room,  by  the  hair,  right  in  front  of  her  boyfriend,  Johnathon,  who 
didn’t  even  have  the  nerve  to  bother  to  try  to  intervene  on  her  part.  Her  uncle  literally 
yanked  her  right  off  her  lover1  s  cock,  just  as  he  shot  his  load  up  her  cunt!  She  had  never 
felt  so  humiliated.  Then  he  dragged  her  down  the  halhvay  to  the  elevator,  in  front  of  ALL 
her  neighbors,  and  literally  THREW  her  into  the  back  of  his  MEAT  Van!  Worse  yet,  he 
would  not  even  consider  showing  her  ANY  mercy,  and  she,  his  own  NIECE!  Then  she 
wntched  as  he  murdered  a  half  dozen  people,  including  a  ten-year-old  girl.  When  they 

where  ALL  dead  she  was  certain  he  was 
going  to  do  her  next!  Then  this  stranger 
arrives  and  Uncle  Phillip  SELLS  her  to 
him,  as  meat,  and  he  loads  her  up  in  this 
cargo  truck  with  all  of  these  DEAD 
people,  and  two  other  terrified  girls,  to 
go  to  GOD  KNOW  WHERE  !  “Surely 
the  situation  couldn't  get  any  worse  than 
this !  Mom  will  show  up  and  get  her  out 
of  this.  Yes  that  is  what  will  happen... 
Mom  will...  w7ait,  where  is  she  going? 
How  will  mom  find  her?  OH  SHIT!  I’m 
FUCKED!”  Once  more,  Julie  burst  into 
tears. 


Suddenly  the  truck  stopped  moving  and  moment’s  later  the  back  doors  are  flung  wide 
open.  Two  other  men  dime  into  the  truck  and  start  carrying  the  carcasses  of  dead  people 
out  of  the  truck.  Finally  they  grabbed  Julie  and  the  two  younger  girls  and  dragged  them 
out  of  the  truck  and  into  the  back  of  a  building  she  had  never  seen  before.  Once  inside  they 
took  the  three  girls  to  a  rather  small,  meat  locker  and  locked  them  up  there.  This  locker, 
fortunately,  was  not  splattered  with  human  blood  but  it  was  clear  that  they  were  not  guests 
here.  This  was  to  be  there  prison,  at  least,  for  now1. 


6 


Now7  I’m  sure  that  most  of  you  folks  have  eaten  at  a  restaurant  or  two,  likely  you  have  a 
favorite  that  you  dine  at  regularly.  It  is  only  natural,  with  the  food  service  regulators,  these 


here.  This  was  to  be  there  prison,  at  least,  for  now. 


Now  I'm  sure  that  most  of  you  folks  have  eaten  at  a  restaurant  or  two,  likely  you  have  a 
favorite  that  you  dine  at  regularly.  It  is  only  natural,  with  the  food  service  regulators,  these 
days,  that  you’d  assume  that  the  sanitary  conditions  under  which  your  food  is  being 
prepared  are  better  than  that  of  your  kitchen  at  home.  Now  I  don’t  want  to  spoil  your 
apatite  for  restaurant  food  but  you  don’t  process  hundreds  of  meals  a  day  without 
sacrificing  SOME  house  keeping  efforts  to  get  the  work  done  quickly,  efficiently  and  at  a 
reasonable  profit.  Some  small  comers  are  often  cut  in  all  restaurants  and  even  Chez  La 
Nourriture  has  it’s  share  of,  what  you  might  consider,  somewhat  questionable  practices. 
For  instance,  in  the  case  of  live  carcasses,  it  is  not  uncommon  for  the  meat-ling  to  loose 
control  of  their  bowels  and  piss  on  the  floor  or  even  shit  themselves  while  they  are  being 
culled.  Of  course  the  floors  are  washed  afterwards  and  the  piss  and  feces  are  carefully 
wiped  off  their  legs  and  from  the  crack  of  their  bums  but  preparing  human  meat  for 
somebody’ s  meal  is  not  always  a  pleasant  job  and  it  does  require  a  special  kind  of  person 
who  can  steel  their  feeling  towards  their  dishes.  They  might  not  be  the  kind  of  folks  that 
you'd  care  to  meet  in  a  dark,  back  alley  but  they  get  the  job  done  and  display  an  amazing 
amount  of  professionalism  and  enthusiasm  towards  their  work.  We  all  enjoy7  eating  the 
meals  we  are  served  and  yet,  I  winder,  how  many  of  us  would  hold  judgment  over  those 
who  prepare  our  meals  if  we  actually  knew7  what  it  was  that  they7  do.  If  I  reveal  some  of  the 
dark  secrets  of  kitchen  staff,  please  keep  in  mind  that  it  is  a  dirty  job  and  SOMEBODY  has 
to  do  it,  so  try  to  withhold  your  judgment  upon  them.  They  do  it  all  to  prepare  these 
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locker  door.  In  spite  of  the  thick  walls,  Julie  could  her  weeping  and  pleas  for  pity  even 
after  the  door  closed.  Clearly  the  kitchen,  that  she  was  to  be  prepared  in,  was 
just  outside  of  the  meat  locker.  Julie  could  hear  the  thumping  and  clinking  of  kitchen  tools 
and  utensils  and  the  muffled  conversations  of  the  kitchen  staff,  as  they  processed  the  food 


and  prepared  to  serve  it.  Now  and  then  she 
could  make  out  the  odd,  legible  comment, 
but  most  of  the  conversation,  going  on 
outside,  was  indiscernible.  She  did  overhear 
someone  declare,  what  a  sweet  piece  of  cunt- 
steak  this  one  was.  Julie  couldn't  control  the 
urge  to  glance  down  at  her  own  deft, 
blushing  in  a  moment  of  humiliation.  She 


had  only  just  shaved  her  pussy  the  night 

before,  as  a  surprise  for  her  boyfriend.  She  thought  it  would  sexually  stimulate  him  and 
this  morning,  in  her  bed,  it  had  certainly  seemed  to  have  the  desired  effect.  Their  sex  had 


been  both  furious  and  pleasurable.  Now..., 
however,  she  wished  she  hadn’t  done  it.  It  was  one 
thing  for  her  boyfriend  to  enjoy  an  unobstructed 
view  of  her  delicate  s  but  it  seemed  quite  another  to 
have  a  bunch  of  complete  strangers,  mostly  men, 
ogling  her  intimate  and  most  private  parts.  How 
could  they  say  something  so  hurtful  and  rude  about 
a  woman,  a  child  no  less,  and  there  in  her  presence, 
no  doubt. 


Of  course  Julie  was  well  aware  that  she  had  much  more  dramatic  things  to  worry  about 
than  her  dignity  and  yet  she  couldn’t  get  over  how  deeply  the  thought  of  men  touching  her 
naked  body  terrified  her.  In  all  her  years,  she  had  never  been  to  her  uncles  butcher  shop. 
She  had  been  offered  a  job  working  there,  while  she  was  in  high  school.  It  was  a  good 
paying  position  that  "would  have  helped  her  raise  the  funds  she  needed  to  attend  university 
but  she  never  considered  accepting  the  offer.  She  just  didn’t  think  that  she  had  the 
stomach  of  watch,  let-alone  assist  her  uncle,  butcher  young  men,  women  and  children.  She 
never  questioned  that  it  was  a  valid  profession  and  she  had  been  fond  of  her  uncle,  who 
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seemed  like  a  very  caring  and  respectful 
person,  but  she  NEVER  really  thought  about 
all  the  truly  horrible  things  that  had  to  be  done 
to  a  carcass  in  the  process  of  preparing  it  to 
become  meat.  It  had,  CERTAINLY,  NEVER 
occurred  to  her  that  SHE  might  ever  be 
processed  in  this  fashion.  Somehow,  she  had 
believed  that  just  being  related  to  a  human 
butcher  would  insulate  her  from  that  possible, 
eventuality.  Clearly  she  had  been,  somewhat, 
childish  in  her  view  of  the  world.  Now,  here 
she  was  smack-dab  in  the  middle  of  such  a 
scenario  and  aE  of  the  pleasantries  that  she 
had  avoided,  as  a  youth,  where  bombarding 
her  all  at  once.  It  seemed  impossible  to  accept 
that  this  was  ready  happening  and  yet...  the 
screams,  emanating  from  the  next  room, 
brought  the  entire  reality  of  the  situation  into 
sharp  and  heart-rending  focus.  Maybe  she 
would  be  the  next  'victim  who’s  pleading  cries 
would  be  heard  through  these  walls,  from  the 
room,  next  door.  Julie  couldn’t  help  but  stare 
at  the  eleven  year-old  child,  that  shared  the 
locker  with  her,  and  pray,  “Take  her  next!  Oh 
GOD,  PLEASE,  NOT  ME!  Take  HER...”  It  was 
a  cruel  thing  to  wish  upon  someone  else, 
especially  a  little  girl,  but  she  knew  that  she’s 
happily  sacrifice  ANYBODY  to  prolong  her 
precious  life  and  dignity  for  just  a  little  longer. 

In  the  kitchen,  helpers  pined  the  naked  chEd  down,  upon  her  belly,  on  a  huge,  cold, 
stainless  steel  work  table  as  the  chef  prepared  to  preform  his  magic.  All  around  her  there 
where  knives  and  bowels  of  greens  and  mushrooms,  and  sauces,  all  present  to  stuff  her 
various  body  cavities  with  delicious  and  nutritious  things.  The  staff  chef  was  fat,  pig-like 
man  who  looked  anything  but  weE  educated  but  this  was  an  expert  in  the  trade  of  the 
preparation  of  fine,  cuHnary  dishes,  of  which  this  young  girl  was  about  to  become  one.  He 
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towered  over  the  child  on  the  table,  with  a  big  smile  upon  his  face.  Clearly  he  enjoyed  his 
work.  He  was  stark  naked  save  for  a  long  apron  believing,  as  many  chef  s  do,  that  the  body 
contact  between  a  cook  and  the  food  being  prepared  is  inevitable  and  even  complimentary 
to  the  flavor  of  the  final  dish.  What  his  apron  did  not  hide,  however,  was  a  huge  bulge  that 
was  clearly  his  throbbing  erection.  Nickolas  Yavonavich  not  only  believed  in  handling  the 
food  with  his  bare  hands  but  any  other  digits  that  assist  in  preparing  and  stuffing  the  meal. 

The  smooth  steel  surface  of  the  table  was  covered  in  a  thick  layer  of  a  butter  and  chives 
mixture,  that  he  would  roll  the  young  girl's  naked  body  in  to  cover  it  in  butter.  First, 
however,  there  was  the  irritating  matter  that  comes  with  most  Eve  carcasses,  of  resistance. 
The  morsels  just  didn't  seem  to  he  able  to  accept  that  they  were  no  longer  human  beings 
but  just  meat  to  be  processed.  Nickolas  had  a  very  simple  and  handy  solution  to  this 

problem,  however.  He  always  began  these  live 
dishes  by  screwing  them  up  the  ass.  It  didn't 
matter  to  him  if  the  meat-ling  was  a  man,  a 
woman  or  a  child.  He  would  simply  force  his  cock 
into  their  anus,  sans  lubrication  of  course,  and 
dry  fuck  them  up  the  ass  with  a  generous  helping 
of  thick,  throbbing,  chefs  manhood.  If  didn't  hurt 
Ms  efforts  that  he  was  quite  well  endowed  down 
there.  Usually,  it  only  took  a  few  good,  long,  hard 
strokes  up  the  length  of  the  morsel’s  rectal  passage  to  utterly  exhaust  the  meat-ling  and 
leave  Mm,  or  her,  as  helpless  as  a  sleeping 
kitten.  This  accomplished  the  task  of  relaxing 
the  dish  without  causing  any  note-able,  external, 
bruising  of  the  meat  and  did  not  require  the 
utilization  of  any  drugs  that  might,  possibly, 
cause  harm,  to  the  dinner  or  reduce  the  quality  of 
the  flavor  of  the  meat.  It  also  had  the  effect  of 
loosening  up  the  asshole  and  bowels,  wMeh 
would  require  stuffing  greens,  sauces  and  the 
butter  mixture  that  would  keep  the  morsel’s 
innards  Moist  and  juicy  while  she  was  being 
roasted  on  the  rotisserie.  You  might  think  that 
the  chef  might,  accidentally,  shoot  off  Ms  load 
up  the  ass  of  the  carcass  but  this  was  actually 
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part  of  the  preparation  process  and  it  added  even  more  flavor  to  the  meal. 
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Yes  I  did  say  that  a  kitchen  was  not 
the  place  for  those  with  a  flowery 
heart.  It’s  a  hard,  gritty  workplace 
where  every  tool,  at  your  disposal  is 
used  to  fulfill  the  task.  While  stuffing 
a  carcass’s  bodily  orifices  Nicholas 
will  use  his  erection  to  shove  the 
stuffings  deeper  into  the  depths  of 
the  dish’s  insides.  If  he  is  unable  to 
do  this,  due  to  him  having  already 
spent  his  sexual  pleasure,  a  trusted  kitchen  staff  member  will  gladly 
step  in  to  preform  this  task.  Yes  as  I  said,  disgusting,  but  what  the 
dinner  doesn’t  know...  and  some  dinners 
are  perfectly  aware  and  they  don’t  mind  at 
all.  It’s  just  those  of  us  who  don’t  really 
appreciate  the  culinary  delights  of 
devouring  human  flesh  that  are,  somewhat, 
about  these  things. 


At  any  rate,  once  the , meat-ling  is  incapacitated  and  thoroughly  stuffed,  he  or  she  or  in  this 
case  the  young  redhead  is  rolled  over  and  over  in  the  butter ,  until  she  is  thoroughly 
greased  with  the  mixture.  Then  the  chef  will  dip  his  hands  in  a  bowl  of  the  butter  mix  and 
carefully  smear  the  cool  goo  into  the  crack  of  her  ass  into  her  armpits  and  under  neath  her 
breasts,  to  ensure  that  every  inch  of  her  naked  body  gets  a  consistent  coating  of  butter. 


Just  before  she  is  lifted  off  the  table  and  tucked  into  the 
roaster,  the  chef  grasps  her  by  a  shank  of  her ,  now  greasy, 
long  red  hair  and  drags  her  across  the  table  to  lower  her 
throat,  face-down,  into  a  neck  cradle  that  is  attached  to  a  huge, 
pivoting  blade  with  a  long  handle.  Grasping  the  handle,  he 
pulls  it  down  toward  to  the  table  surface.  The  long  handle, 
increases  the  device’s  leverage  and  it’s  razor-sharp,  stainless 
steel  blade  slices  completely  through  the  young  nine  year-old’s 
throat  like  it  was  a  block  of  cheese.  Now,  you’ll  often  hear  that 


12 


The  head,  now,  that  is  another  matter.  It  is  commonly  held  that  the  brain  dies  within 
seconds  of  being  cut  off  from  a  it’s  source  of  blood  and  thus  oxygen.  That  is  a  simple,  bold 
faced  lie  passed  around  to  placate  those  who  don’t  want  to  think  that  their  food  suffers  for 
the  sake  of  their  meal.  If  you  can  successfully  revive  a  person  from  complete  heart  failure 
several  minutes  after  the  heart  is  stopped,  simply  by  restarting  the  heart,  then  clearly  the 
brain  didn’t  die  after  only  ten  or-so  seconds  of  oxygen  deprivation.  How  long  does  the 
head  live  after  it  has  been  cut  off?  Well  that  depends  on  the  person  being  decapitated. 
Perhaps  it  might  be  fifty  or  sixty  seconds,  but  it  could  be  just  as  long  as  several  minutes. 
The  idea  that  you  can  cut  someones  head  off  and  just  discard  it  in  the  trash  because  they 
won’t  care  is  plain  heartless  thinking.  The  eyes  will 
roll  up  into  their  sockets  so  that  only  the  whites  can 
be  seen.  The  lips  will  gasp  for  breath  and  the 
nostrils  will  flair  in  a  desperate  effort  to  get  the 
oxygen  flowing  back  to  the  brain.  The  tongue  will 
lick  at  the  air,  also  in  the  effort  to  puE  oxygen  into 
the  it,  that  it  may  feed  the  brain  as  well.  Tears  flow 
down  the  cheeks  of  the  face,  clearly  showing  that 
the  head  is  able  to  understand  the  depth  of  the 
tragedy  that  it  has  just  been  subjected  to.  How  long 
does  it  comprehend  it’s  fate?  That  is  entirely  up  in 
the  air  but  certainly  it  is  aware  of  if  s  suffering,  long 
after  it  has  been  removed  from  if  s  body.  To  be 
honest  and  fare,  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  humane 
way  to  ME  a  meat-ling. 

With  all  of  this  being  said,  One  has  to  acknowledge  that  the  folks  at  Chez  La  Nourriture 
comprehend  the  sacrifice  that  each  live  carcass  is  making  and,  at  least,  show  the  morsel 
some  measure  of  dignity  as  they  always  pick  up  the  decapitated  head  and  place  it  in  the 
roaster  or  sci-ewer  it  on  the  spit  with  the  rest  of  the  carcass.  This  little  girl’s  head  wiE  be 
served,  along  with  the  rest  of  her  body,  on  a  separate  platter  at  the  dinning  table.  This 
acknowledges  that  she  gave  her  all  to  satisfy  the  customer’s  apatite  for  human  flesh,  but 
more  than  that,  most  connoisseurs  of  human  meat,  know7  that  the  head  of  a  human  being 
contains  some  of  the  most  delicious  morsels  of  the  human  body.  The  eyeballs,  tongue  and 
brains  of  a  human  being  are  amongst  the  most  sought  after  delicacies  the  human  body  can 
offer  up.  Just  because  SOME  folks  can’t  stomach  looking  their  food  in  the  eye  is  no  excuse 
for  simply  wasting  such  fine  culinary  treasures.  Most  of  the  wealthy  patrons  of  Chez  La 
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Noumture  are  more  than  happy  to  crack  open  someone’s  skull  and  pick  away  at  the  tasty 
things  inside. 

Once  the  sweet  little  redhead  has  been  put  down  the  pointed  tip  of  the  sci-ewer  is  inserted 
up  her  anus  and  shoved  all  the  way  through  the  entire  length  of  her  body  cavity,  her  head 
is  spitted  and...  well  and  it's  off  to  the  rotisserie  oven  to  roast. 

At  long  last  she  was  removed  from  the  oven,  a  lovely  golden  brown  tone  to  her  meat,  and 
laid  out  on  her  back  with  her  thighs  raised  and  parted  like  a  whole  turkey  dinner  on  a 
huge,  silver  serving  platter.  Her  head  joins  the  display  on  a  platter  of  its  own  and  these  are 
placed  on  a  stainless  steel  serving  cart,  to  be  wheeled  out  to  the  customer  in  the  dinning 
room.  The  glass  domed  platters  are  set  upon  the  massive  dinning  table  and  the  lids  are 
removed  to  reveal  the  feast  in  all  other  glory. 

The  patron’  gaze  falls  over  her  dish  with 
flushed  delight  as  her  eyes  virtually 
devour  the  sights  of  this  exquisite  young 
child,  lying  on  her  backside,  seemingly 
offering  up  her  juicy,  young  twat  framed 
by  her  tend  thighs  parted  invitingly  to 
display  her  prized  feminine  innocence. 

The  sumptuous  fragrance  of  her  roasted 

flesh  permeates 
the  room  and 
the  lady’s 
mouth  waters 
in  anticipation 

of  the  devouring  the  succulent  morsel  laid  out  before  her.  As  she 
admires  the  little  girls  roasted  face  she  lets  out  a  moan  of 
pleasure.  “Oh...  She’s  SO  CUTE!  I  could  just  eat  her  up!”,  in  fact  she  will.  There  is 
absolutely  no  sense  of  guilt  here.  She  is  extremely  wealthy  and  powerful.  She  is  used  to 
getting  everything  she  that  w^ants  and  she  specifically  requested  a  young  girl  for  dinner. 
What  she  loves  about  this  restaurant  is  how  they  never  seem  to  disappoint  her.  She  will  eat 
wrell  today,  that’s  for  certain.  As  for  the  young  redhead?  Well...  hopefully  she  will  be 
remembered  fondly,  if  only  for  being  somebody’s  a  delicious  meal. 
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